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Author's Notes: 
On the Bth of March, 1995, Ingo Schwichtenberg ended his life by jumping under a train. He\'d been fired from 


Helloween in 1993 after collapsing in Japan, due to a combination of drink and drugs and mental illness. 


He was 24 years old. 


This story is dedicated to his memory. 


The Dark Ride 


He's sat here every day for a week, eyeing the grey bulk of the train station. 

He has certain ideas about what he wants to do in there, but he's still not quite sure. His head hurts, and he 
needs a drink or a fix. Anything, really, to make the pain go away. But even if he has one he'll come round again 
and the pain will still be there. [tll still hurt: 

Everything hurts, after that day in Japan so long ago - so terribly, terribly long ago. He could take the 
arguments, he could take the making up, he could handle the long sessions in smoky back rooms when they 
tried to pick apart what had gone wrong and make it right again. He loved them, they were a part of him and 


he couldn't do it alone. Yes you can, no you can't, yes you can, no you can't-- 


Ingo puts his head in his hands and blows a long grey sigh of smoke from his nose. His head. He can't stop the 
clattering in his head. And it doesn't matter what he takes, or who he talks to, it just. Won't. Stop. 


He thought playing would make it stop, but all the music does is drown it out for a while. 

Go home, Ingo. Go and talk to someone. 

| have. It hasn't helped. 

Get clean, Ingo. Everything will be clearer if you get clean 

Tried that too. Nothing works. 

But you can't stay, Ingo. It'll kill you and we don't want that. 

No, | suppose having someone die on tour would be a bit embarrassing for the band, wouldn't it? 

That's not what we mean. You know it isn't. 

Do |? 

„and so it goes on, round and round, world without end. He looks up, jiggling the cigarette end between fingers 
ricotine stained. He chain smokes - that doesn't help either, but it stops him wringing his hands. People see him 
do that and look away. It must look bad to see a grown man biting his lip until it bleeds and wringing long 
fingers around themselves, back and up and over and round again. Or biting his nails to stumps until they bleed 


too and the pain makes him curse. 


Yeah, people still look away from him; he isn't surprised, because the expression in the bloodshot glare in the 


mirror makes him look away too, every morning. Look at yourself, Ingo. Look yourself in the eye. 


| can't. 


It hurts too damn bad. 


It's lonely. Oh yeah, he's got people he talks to but it's not the same. It's just.. not. Because what does he share 
with them? Nothing. Not the creativity, not the laughing and the sheer blasted hard work of getting a band off 
the ground, making music and making a success. Not the comradeship of walking together along some damn 


stony roads. What did he have now? 
Not much. He had his flat, a few friends. Sometimes girls would say to him hey, didn't you used to be..? 


And if they're pretty and he's horny - and not yet too drunk - he'll take them home and screw them, and 
after he's thrown them out he'll cry. Because once upon a time he did used To be, yes, and he wouldn't have 
been alone picking up a girl. There would have been three or four of them and Markus would be grinning like a 


fool and Weiki would be pretending to be cool-- 


All that's gone. He doesn't hold a grudge; hard to, really. He behaved badly and no, when you got right down to 
it the pressure really was far too much. He couldn't handle it. The travelling and the fans and the publicity and 
more travelling and never getting any sleep. And what sleep you did get was at weird times and never for long 
enough, and then you were up and running again. And he'd thought that one more fix or one more drink would 


quiet the demons in his head and he'd been so very, Very wrong. 


Then he'd thought, when he woke up in the hospital and saw Markus sitting there, curls over his face, that 
they would make him well and hang on until he could come back. They'd want him back, right? Because he was 
a part of them and they were a part of him. Brothers. They'd come a long way together and you didn't just 
walk away from that, did you? 


Apparently you did. 


And so he'd found himself on a plane home, and for the life of him he couldn't remember much after that. 
Things were a bit fuzzy. He'd never hated them, despite being abandoned, dropped, shaken off. He did remember 
that much. Then he found out that Michi had been fired and thought, ha Serves you right. 


They'd been close too, but when he'd met up with him - it hadn't been there. Whatever it was that they'd all 
had, it had died the minute they were out of the band. There was only one place you could feel it, feel your 
heart beating and your lungs working and your blood moving, only one place you could feel really alive. Only 
with them. Only with them and in their band and it was gone and they didn't want him back, not ever. Not if he 


got clean, not if he got well. Never. 


So he'd tried living but it just wasn't working. If he couldn't be Ingo Schwichtenberg, drummer for Helloween, he 
was just - nothing. He was already a ghost. A ghost that hurt, a dead thing that still burned with loneliness 


and yearning for something gone. 


They'd talked, of course they'd talked. And they'd all forgiven each other but it didn't change a damn thing; 
something inside him had died and he couldn't keep going without it. Because there was just no point. Without it 


he was just a body dealing with the everyday, a shape moving through other people's lives and never making a 


blind bit of difference. All gone. 


He stood up, and ground his cigarette out. He'd done this every day, walked to the station, gone inside. 
Sometimes he'd come straight out and sometimes he'd bought a ticket and sometimes even travelled He 


couldn't remember where but it didn't matter. 


Today was different. It felt different in his bones and his blood that had been so thick and still since they'd told 
him. You can't handle it Ingo, go home. It's Too much for you. But can't you see? he'd thought. l'm dead if you 


send me away. 


Down the steps, and they were talking to him again Today must be one of those days because although he 
knew that they weren't there - they had their own lives, real lives that didn't include him, not any more - 
they were with him and real, one at each shoulder as he walked down the steps. Michi one side, Markus the 
other. He knew if he turned his head he'd see them, just as real and solid as they'd been last time he'd seen 
them. 


"Not like anyone's gonna notice, anyway," said Michi with a shrug, and Ingo snorted as he bought his ticket. He 
had no idea where he'd just told the clerk he was going, and it really didn't matter. 


"We will. Don't be a fool, Ingo," said Markus, and if he just turned his head he knew he'd see worry in those 
gentle blue grey eyes. So he didn't, because if he saw it he'd go back out into the sunshine and light another 
cigarette and his blood would stop again. And the pain would be back and he'd find a bar - and he'd be back to 
another drink, another fix, another cigarette. Anything to numb the pain 


His fingers began to itch, and he clenched his fists in his pockets. If he didn't hold his fingers tight they'd begin 


to squirm and before he knew it he'd be wringing his hands and people would stare. People always stared. 
“They're not going to miss you." 


No, he supposed not. He'd ceased to exist for them and he couldn't take that. He looked in their eyes when he 
saw them and they weren't looking at him, not really; they saw his shadow but the real Ingo? No, he'd died to 
them the day he'd collapsed, his treacherous mind blotting everything out in a bloody haze of booze and pills 
and no, the show hadn't gone on. Unforgiveable, right? 


"Ingo, please--" 

They'd weep for him when he was gone. They'd stand at his graveside and weep and wail and then they'd know. 
Then they'd be sorry. Then they'd wish that they'd stayed close to him, that they'd promised him his job back, 
anything. Kept him close and kept him real, kept him living and breathing and his blood flowing, not this horrible 


frozen wasteland of a half-life where nothing was real and he was no one. 


Michi was laughing at Markus, who was pleading with him as he cleared the crowd and stood on the platform, 


staring at the rails. 
Would it be today? 
"Today would be good" 


And the rails were singing to him, telling him that it would all be good. There would be no more pain and they 
would be happy for him, wouldn't they? 


"Don't, Ingo. Please." 

No more pain would be good. No more pain and no more wanting and he could rest. Why wouldn't they 
understand that? All he wanted was peace and it wasn't fair. They were having fun and doing what their blood 
told them to do, what they were destined to do. He'd been part of it for so long - how could they do it 
without him? 

The rails sang their seductive song, and his head was heavy. So heavy it hurt. 

They would miss him. 

And now the rails were pounding, silvery ringing in time with the drums in his head. 

Didn't you used to be--? 

Once. They'd be sorry. 

The roar and the push of air. lt was coming. 

They'd be happy. 

He could see it now, from the corner of his eye, and he tried to smile but couldn't. 

It would be over and he-- 

"Don't, Ingo. You'll be in Hell" 


He snapped his head up and stared at the train. 


"| already am, Markus," he said, and saw a woman turn to look at him, this handsome young man talking to 


himself on the platform. No more staring, no more wondering, Today was it. 


The train roared and shook the station, the rails sang their song and Michi laughed and Markus tried to call 


him-- 


Ingo jumped. 


